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glass, that his little friend was going to the Land of
the Yellow Spring to play with Jizo.

Koko was left alone in a darkened room for a
long time. Presently the carriages returned, but the
little glass house did not come back again. The
door of the room was softly opened and Little Mother
came in. She took Koko in her arms. He looked
up at her, and presently his face was wet with her
warm tears. " My little girl,^ she s^aid quietly, <c has
gone to be with Him. It is better so. She will have
no more pain. She is happy now."" As Koko lay in
the arms of Little Mother, his head pressed close
to her breast, he felt her love for him.  It was
much more wonderful than the lighter of lamps, the
maker of golden flowers. His body was warmed by
hers. He began to feel strange things he had never
felt before. He was beginning to understand the
greatest sorrow of all, and beginning to see that
sorrow is not all tears, but has something beautiful,
radiant too. Little Mothers love had kindled a soul
m his tiny being. She had made a flower bloom
within him which would never fade. He too might
ride in a house of glass one day. He too might
follow his friend and find her playing in a big
garden where Jizo is.

In course of time much of the sadness passed
away. The boys grew up and went into the world,
one to become a distinguished artist and the
other to build organs that poured forth the music of